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The Nightmare Begins 


Author's Notes: 

Many thanks to Andy for helping me with this yet again! This has proven to be a challenge and | hope | have 

managed to carry it off. WARNING: this a fic inspired by that rare and frightening species of rabbit known as 
Darth Bunny, Lord of the Bunny Sith. Suffice it to say, it is a dark piece of work, containing violence, madness 

and possible death. If such things disturb you, you have been given fair warning and | suggest you pass it by. 


And if you are a sicko like me, then read on, my sisters and enjoy! 


He's not on drugs, but he might as well be. He just sits there on the edge of the bed, staring at nothing, his 
body limp and dejected; he does this from time to time. When he was on the drugs, it wasn't so noticeable - | 
could dismiss it as just being the heroin but he's not on heroin. He's clean for change, and trying to stay that 


way. 


Maybe this is what the heroin hides, maybe this is why he drinks, to cover up and hide these periods of 
complete and total grief. What is going on in his head when he is like this? Where has he gone? His eyes are so 
sad, they look into the far distance and what they see, he won't share with me. | imagine all sorts of horrors. 
Horror and | are old friends but he doesn't tell me what is bothering him, he never does. He doesn't talk about 
his past much. 


| feel shut out, rejected. Even though | know that it has nothing to do with me, | still feel that way; he's 


supposed to love me, isn't he? So why can't he let me in? | hate seeing him like this. 


| try to comfort him, run my hands up his neck and across his shoulders. Back and forth, back and forth 
across the contours of muscle and bone, sliding over smooth, soft skin. | cup my hand over the roundness of 
his shoulder, circling gently and softly only to edge back up into his hair. He likes having his hair stroked, the 
gentle touch of a lover's hand caressing his head as he lies safe in protective arms. He says he finds it 
soothing, that he feels safe and protected but he only says that when he's coming out of one of his black 
periods. Never when he is all right. Never when he is just Slash, happily drunk or singing his soul through that 


guitar. 

| am jealous of his guitar, did you know that? Isn't that ridiculous? Me. Jealous of a block of wood strung with 
steel. It touches him in a way | never could and never will. Sometimes on stage, | watch him, wishing with an 
almost possessive hatred that | could bring that wild, animal side out in him. The side where he is feral and 
powerful, primal in the way a jaguar can be. That | could touch his soul and give it expression the way that 
fucking ax does, but | know | can't and sometimes all | can do is just rage at him deep inside of myself. 

If he can't be like that with me, he shouldn't be like that with anyone. Or anything. 

Not even music. 

My thoughts have turned dark and my touch has turned sensual. It is no longer a matter of comfort, no 
longer an attempt to reach him and tell him it's all right. It's become physical, sexual. The feel of him is 
turning me on and he senses it. He shudders and pulls away; he's not interested. Not in the mood. 

Sorry, honey, I've got a headache. 

Fuck you, Slash. | don't give a shit. 

| continue to fondle him, exploring the lines of his back and shoulders, admiring the feel of his body beneath 
my hands. It doesn't matter that he's almost cringing, that his skin twitches and shivers involuntarily as if he 
doesn't like what | am doing. | don't care. In fact, it kind of turns me on. 


"Axl." he says and shrugs me off, leaning forward to escape me. 


| get angry. How dare he? No one rejects me. Least of all, him! He belongs to me! He's mine! Mine! 


Snarling, | reach forward and tangle my hand in his hair, pulling viciously back, twisting his head around and 
forcing him back on the bed. | dive in before he has a chance to react, running my teeth along his neck and 
biting at his jaw line. He tells me to stop, but | don't listen; his whining is beginning to bore me. | mean who is 


he kidding? He's a slut and he likes it rough; I'm only giving him what he really wants. 
Arent |? 


l'm tired of listening to him whine, tired of his bullshit and his lies. Tired of putting up with him shutting me 
out. | raise my head and look at him for a moment, enjoying his pain and then plunge my tongue down his 
throat. He struggles and | find myself enjoying it, even though he doesn't fight hard enough to throw me off. | 
yank harder at his hair and he stops, submits while | explore his mouth, clawing at his flank with my other 
hand and biting down on his lip. 


lm angry now. Angry at him for shutting me out, for loving that guitar more then me, for giving everyone a 
piece of his soul except me. l'm angry at him for shrugging me off, for refusing me when | know damn good 
and well that he wants it. Craves it. l'm angry at what he does to me without even trying, by being just who 


he is. For making me work so hard for something that should have been easily mine. 


| can't help myself, | can't stop. | want to hurt him. | want to see him bleed. 


The Nightmare Continues 


Author's Notes: 
Forgot to put the date in the first chapter and since | have such problems uploading fics, | don't want to fool 
with it so | put it here. Hope this works. 


October, 199b 


His heart was pounding in his ears, filling his head, trying to claw out of his body. His whole body vibrated with 
it, drumming to the beat of far off guitars screaming on the edge of his hearing. Once, when he heard such 
things, it was a sign to take pen to paper and draw visions in sound of anger, pain and redemption but now, he 
had angered the Gods and they set the Furies upon him. Evil voices, filled with rage, whispering, whispering of 
vengeance and retribution, songs of beauty turning into screams of hate and underneath it all, a dirge of 


agonizing grief. 


NO! He can't, won't listen to them! Had to function Had to think! Do something. He was so fucking cold. How 
could he be so fucking cold and yet feel like he was burning up as if he was six inches to the left of the sun? 


Why can't he stop shaking? Why can't he see? 


Ice cold wetness on his cheek Axl reached up and touched the tears; he couldn't stop. All he wanted to do was 
to curl up in a ball and shut out a world that had suddenly turned against him. To shut out the chaos that 
was his mind or lose himself in it forever, lost in an existence that was nothing but pain. If only those guitars 
would just shut the fuck up, he could do that. He could accept his punishment but he sensed that they would 
never shut up, never fall silent. He had killed their God and the snarls of rage overlain with the faint howl of 
grief and the sweet trills of loss would never end. Never let up. He would be trapped forever in a hell where it 
would be his fate to never forget what he had done. Axl could not do that, could not face that, could not give 
himself to them the way they wanted. They would have to fight to drag Axl Rose into Hell because he sure 
wasn't going to go willingly. Not with that as his fate. Fuck nol 


Strength renewed, he reached for the phone and desperately searched out the numbers he knew so well. It 
wasn't easy. His strength was brittle at best and he could hardly see through his tears but somehow he 
managed to do it. As he listened to the clicks of the connection being made, he reflected that sometimes denial 
wasn't a bad thing. If he could just concentrate on that, he could function and figure out what to do. He could 
get help and get out of this mess. Go on with his life, and pretend nothing had happened. 


Yes, denial was a very good thing. 


The guitars swelled up, their howls and snarls louder then ever before as the whispers turned into screams. 
They didn't like what he was thinking and they clawed at him, flaying his flesh from his bones in their rage. Axl 
gasped and went blind as he fell to his knees even as he listen to the faint ringing in the hand set that meant 
his salvation. 


"Yeah?" a voice suddenly spoke over the line. 


Axl gulped, fighting the urge to give in and struggling to focus enough to think. He heard silence at the other 
end of the line, the faint sound of distant breathing. Waiting. 


"Izzy?" he gasped. God, was that even his voice? 
More silence, only this time there was a definite touch of menace running through it. 


"What do you want?" Izzy's voice turned hostile. He didn't even bother acknowledging Axl. 
Why should he? He had already said what he needed to say. 


Axl's breath ratcheted in his throat as he struggled with the paric, "Izzy. need help." 

More silence. Axl held his breath, hoping against all hope that Izzy still cared enough to at least consider it. In 
a rare moment of honesty, Axl knew that his old friend had no reason to help him. He could only pray that 
Izzy had forgiven him enough that he would do so if only out of consideration for the happier times they 
spent together. 

The snap of a lighter sounded over the phone and Axl heard the faint intake of breath. There was a pause and 
then the exhale. He could almost see Izzy lighting his cigarette, his eyes thoughtful as the smoke entered his 
lungs, holding it there a brief moment before the explosion of smoke through slightly parted lips. Izzy never did 
anything without careful consideration, not even smoke a cigarette. 


"Yeah?" 


Axl's relief brought him to his knees, still clutching the phone with a white knuckled grip. Izzy wasn't 
committing to anything but he was at least thinking about it and for Axl, that was enough. 


"Izzy, | - " he choked. "I'm in trouble. Real bad trouble. | don't know what to do!" 
A pause and then Izzy laughed. It wasn't a pleasant sound. 
"Really?" he sneered. 


Axl paled. 


"l'm serious man," he told his old friend and band mate, desperation creeping into his voice. "| need help!" 
"Whatcha do, Axl? Punch another reporter? Open your trap once too often and piss someone off? | know. You 
pissed off Hetfield and now the Metallica boys are after your ass." Izzy paused to take a drag off his cigarette 
and laughed, "I think I'd pay to see that" 

There's no help for it, Axl, he told himself. Izzy wasn't going to listen. Just come out and say it. 

He took a deep breath, "Izzy, | - | had another episode." 

Dead silence. Not even the sound of breathing came over the line. Axl could almost see Izzy stiffen, his eyes 
going flat as his expression froze into an implacable mask. People underestimated Izzy, thought him as weak and 


almost feminine but Axl knew better. Izzy was as hard as they came and not even Axl would want to tangle 


with him once he decided to take action. Izzy could seriously fuck you up. 
"When?" 

"Just now. Izzy - ' 

"What happened?" 


"Oh God," Axl moaned, his hand flying to his head and all but pulling his hair out by the roots. "Izzy, it's Slash - 


A sharp intake of breath stopped him. 
"What about Slash?" Izzy snarled. He was angry now. 


‘Izzy, l-I think | might have killed him." Axl was crying now. He couldn't stop. "Oh God, Izzy, its awful. H-he's not 


moving and - and | dont know what to do - " 

"Shut the fuck up," another drag of the cigarette as Izzy took time to think "Where are you?" 
"At his place. Izzy - " 

"| said shut up!" Izzy snapped. "Now listen to me, Axl. Are you listening to me?" 

"Yeah" 


"Listen very carefully. Do nothing. Touch nothing. Call no one. You hear me? You just sit down in the middle of 


the fucking room and mind your own fucking business until | get there. Do you understand me, Axl?" 


"Yes." 


"Good. I'll be there as soon as | can and Axl?" 
"Yeah?" 


"You better pray to whatever fucked up God you worship that he's all right" Izzy hung up and all Axl had left 


with to give him comfort was a dial tone. 


What Dreams May Come 


Author's Notes: 

Well, here it is. Thank you, thank you, than you Andy! It didn't quite come out the way | hoped but | hope it 
works Please note: the double asterisks ---> ** take the place of italics since | could get the damn things to 
upload and they were fairly important. 


Axl did what he was told and stayed hunched up on the floor of Slash's living room. It was going to be all right, 
he told himself. Everything was going to be fine. Izzy was coming. Izzy would make it all go away. Just like he 
always did. Like he did that time in Lafayette and that kid in London back in ‘88. Sure, they had to pay the kid 
off but nothing ever came of the incident and the girl in Lafayette never remembered what happened anyway. 


It could be done. Izzy would fix it. He never failed. 


**A snarl and the flash of golden skin, a scream as teeth sank into the muscle between shoulder and neck..** 
No! 


Can't think about this. Won't think about it. Won't listen. That wasn't his heart beating through his chest. It 
wasn't his body covered in cold sweat. It wasn't him curled up in a tight, fetal ball cowering from the demons 
riding his own soul. This wasn't real; he wasn't real and neither were the images in his mind playing to a 


soundtrack of Hell. 
Breathe Axl, he told himself, breathe. 


He thought about his childhood back in Lafayette, of his mother calmly preparing dinner while his father hit 
him across the shoulders with a two by four before opening his bible and praising God. About the wild look in 
the old man's eyes and how the saliva would pool at the corner of his mouth as he quoted Leviticus and raged 
on about Unnatural Acts. The hypocrisy of church he knew even as a boy, where a forgiving, loving God 
turned a blind eye to a man like L. Stephen Bailey whose hand the Pastor would shake ever Sunday as a pillar 
of the community. 


Don't ask, don't tell, don't talk about what goes on behind closed doors in neat, little houses behind white picket 
fences and picture perfect lawns. Pretend that Mr. Peterson didn't have an alcohol problem and beat Mrs. 
Peterson bloody or that Sam Ashton wasn't fucking pubescent girls all the while he preached celibacy and 
abstinence in the high school auditorium. So what if Janet Markes was a kleptomaniac, she was a God fearing 
woman and always tithed to her church. We don't discuss these things, there are none of our business and we 


pretend they don't happen while we wear false masks of propriety, go to church and pray for the sinners 


unfortunate enough not to live in Lafayette. Such a perfect town, America and apple pie, where a God fearing 
man can raise his family and the nearest liberal was that hippie freak at the health food store. And if L. 
Stephen Bailey beat his son until his blood splattered the walls, what of it? He was a member of good standing 
in his church, he had the Pastor to dinner every Sunday and was always ready to lend a hand to his neighbors. 
L. Stephen Bailey had found Jesus and that was enough for the good people of Lafayette with their carefully 


constructed illusions and propped up lies. 


No, the good people of Lafayette pretended that young Bill Bailey wasn't up in that choir loft with a black eye 
and split lip. There he would be, every Sunday morning, singing the Lord's music like an angel, and if he limped a 
bit as he walked down the church steps, well boys will be boys, always getting into mischief and Lord -- was 
that Bill Bailey a hell spawn seed if there ever was one! L. Stephen never could get a handle on that boy no 
matter how much he prayed or how many times he dragged him, kicking and screaming, to meetings with the 
Pastor. No one could get through to him and no matter what L. Stephen, the Pastor, his teachers or even the 
good people of Lafayette did, young Bill Bailey continued on in his path to eternal damnation. He had the devil 
inside him, that was for sure, and not all the prayer meetings in Christendom could get Old Scratch out. 


One day, young Bill Bailey up and disappeared and it was a long time before they discovered in Lafayette what 
he was up to. To no good, as it turned out. There he was, on the front of magazines, and prancing around on 

that godless MTV, singing the devil's Music and whoring himself out to the idolators. He was lost to Satan and 
all L. Stephen could do when they showed him a picture of his boy was quote the bible and shake his head. A 

man could only do so much. He could teach his boy and lead him to the path of righteousness; he could point 

the way and pray for his soul but sometimes the Devil was stronger then one man's heart and in the end, 


even a virtuous man like L. Stephen can fail the Lord 


"And they shall say unto' the elders of his city, This our son is stubborn and rebellious, he will not obey our 
voice." Axl murmured, his eyes unseeing. "And all the men of his city shall stone him with stones, that he die: 


so shalt thou put evil away among you...” 
"Finding God, Axl?" 


The deep, sardonic voice pulled Axl out of his dissociative state and, as awareness came back into his staring 
eyes, the first thing he saw was a pair of black boots pointed at his face. He uncurled his body and stared up 
at Izzy, taking in the familiar face that had turned so cold and cynical. This was not the boy he had met in 
Lafayette so long ago nor was it the drug addict who supplied Joe Perry with his smack. Nor was he that 
guitarist in Guns N Roses, the silent man who kept to the background and never said a word, projecting an 
image of softness and innocence while carrying a switch blade in his pocket. This was the Izzy Stradlin people 
rarely got to see and the one that Axl desperately needed right now. 


And yet - this was the lzzy Stradlin that terrified him the most. 


The corner of Izzy's mouth turned up as he noted Axl's reaction, his eyes cold and hard as he stared at the 
singer. He didn't say anything but let the silence drag out as he casually dipped a hand into his jacket for his 
cigarettes. His long, delicate fingers placed one between his lips and dropped again into his pocket for his lighter. 


Axl watched as he flipped it open and drew his thumb roughly across the steel, the flame casting almost a 
demonic light on his face as the smoke coiled through his dreds and pooled between his lips. 


| think it's a little late to get religion," the guitarist observed, taking yet another drag. 
"Izzy - " Axl murmured, glancing towards the back hallway leading to the bedroom. 
Izzy noticed the movement. 


‘I've already been back there," he told Axl coldly. "While you were feeling sorry for yourself and begging God to 


forgive you." 


Axl paled. Never in all the time he knew Izzy had he heard such contempt and hatred in his friend's voice. 
Never had he looked at him with such unyielding implacability. Izzy wasn't going to help him. He knew that 
without having to ask just as he knew that no amount of pleading would change Izzy's mind. It was clear he had 
come here only to gloat and Axl felt truly lost for the first time in his life, he was doomed. 


I'm alone, he thought and he shuddered, stumbling back until his knees hit the edge of the couch. As he fell 
into the sectional, he couldn't help but feel betrayed. What had he done that everyone, everyone, in his life 


turned against him or abandoned him? Was he such a bad person? Was he really that hard to understand? 


My father beat me, he screamed into the vaults of his own mind, beating back the rage of Furies and Demons 
alike, the snarls of angry chords reduced to a low growl as he defended himself with all the force and passion 
that fueled the depths of his very being. They lied to me about who | was! They betrayed my trust, turned 
their backs and abandoned me to a life of pain and struggle. Why doesn't anyone understand me? Why doesn't 
anyone ever help me? Am | that unworthy? | didn't mean tol | didn't know what | was doing and if | am guilty 
of anything, it 's because - its because no one ever care enough to stop what was going onl 


They just stood by, he whispered to the listening silence, and pretended it wasn't happening while | bled. 
There was a pause and then an old woman's cackle. 


Look what you've donel it said with a angry hiss and the distant murmuring of a dirge surged up with a roar 
to be joined by an electric snarl of rage that blinded and deafened Axl even as the memory flashed across his 


horrified mind. 


**The smell of blood filled his nostrils, a glimpse of hands caught in leather, fingers spasming and clutching in 
agony..the screams only inflamed him more and he used his teeth to bite and gnaw.he lapped at the torn flesh, 
his hands clawing and ripping..the feel of muscle, tendon and bone, pulse fluttering against his thumb as the 
breath gasped beneath his palms.it fascinated him, the vulnerability and the power and he wondered what 
would happen if he started to squeeze even as he roughly slammed into that warm, tightness below...** 


The maelstrom had him in it's grip now and even the music laughed like a devils chorus as Axl writhed in the 


shadow of guilt and remorse. He felt as if he was being sucked down into a place where only madness and 
suffering dwelt and his only salvation, the one person he counted on to pull him from the abyss had just 


turned his face away. 


"He's still warm, you know." Izzy remarked suddenly, his voice dream like and almost bewildered; confused. As if 


he didn't know what to make of it or in what direction he should take. 


Whatever it was, it broke the chaos' hold on Axl and he found himself on the floor with Izzy standing over 
him. He blinked the sweat out of his eyes and wiped the tears away from his face, staring up at his old friend 
and feeling as if he could function for the first time in what seemed like an eternity. The guitarist was acting 
so strangely, his face impassive and his eyes looking off in the the far off distance as he smoke yet another 


cigarette. 

An unfamiliar feeling surged into Axl's heart, one that silenced the chaos and cut through the confusion: hope. 
"He is?" he whispered, wincing at how raw his voice sounded. It was shot, that was for sure. "We should to call 
Doug. Have him come with the car, take Slash to Hawaii. Slash likes Hawaii. | just.wish it would do him some 
good. Why can't that fucker just leave the fucking drugs alone?" 

Izzy stared at Axl. 

"I've already made the call," he told the singer carefully. 

"You did? that's good. Very good. Get him cleaned up. Maybe this time..this time maybe he can stay clean" 
"Axl, Slash - " 

"He'll need a doctor," Axl observed, ignoring Izzy. "H-He beat himself up pretty bad this time. Mustve started 
seeing the little men again.crawling along the base boards; in his hair ..| wonder if he saw them crawling in his 
hair again? Little, tiny, men.all different colors..remember when he used to take pictures, Izzy? To show us the 
little men and they were never there...” 

Axl voice trailed off and he began to hum tunelessly to himself, rocking back and forth on the carpet with his 
knees pressed into his chest. Gradually, the monotonal hum turned recognizable and Izzy froze as Axl began to 
whisper lyrics in a strange, creepy singsong, "You're crazy..hey.hey; You're fucking crazy..oh my... 

Izzy listened, momentarily stunned, but then the flames leaped into his eyes and he clenched his jaw. 

"Not this time, you fucker." he snarled, reaching to grasp Axl by the front of his shirt and pulling him to his 
feet. Without letting go, he suddenly backhanded the singer and then pulled him closer to his own face, "not 


this time." 


‘Izzy! What the fuck - " 


The guitarist threw Axl against the wall and the singer crashed into a side table, knocking over a lamp that fell 
to the floor with a crash. Before he could collect himself, Izzy was on him, grabbing him by the hair and 
dragging him towards the bedroom. He pulled Axl up and drove him hard into the wall after only a few feet. 
Axl winced as the corner of hallway caught him in the shoulder blade. 


"You couldn't leave him alone, could you, you fucker?" Izzy spat in his face, a suspicious hint of moisture in his 
dark eyes. His face twisted and he started to bang Axl repeatedly against the wall to emphasize his words. 
"You just couldn't leave him the fuck alone! You just couldn't stand it that there was someone like him on this 


planet without trying to control him. Without trying to use him!" 
He let go and Axl fell to the floor. 


"What the fuck are you talking about, man?" Axl yelled, rubbing the back of his head. "Have you lost your 
fucking mind?" 


Izzy laughed. 


"No man, but you lost yours a long time ago, didn't you? If you ever had one," he said bitterly. He dropped to 
his knees and pinned Axl with his stare. "Do you remember that time we were coming back from Seattle? 
After that disastrous, fucked up tour we did, with the car breaking down and missing half the dates. If that 


wasn't a premonition of things to come, | don't what was! Do you remember Axl?" 

Axl nodded warily, never letting his eyes stray from Izzy's face. 

"When we stopped in San Francisco on the way back to LA. You decided that maybe we should try and pick up 
a quick gig to get some money for bus fare. Duff and | actually manage to line one up but you - you had to 
open your fucking trap and piss off the club owner. Started a fucking riot in the middle of the bar and the 
fucker took our fucking equipment. Do you remember that?" 


"Izzy m 


Izzy struck out and yanked Axl's head back by the hair, "You're going to fucking listen for change, do you 
understand me? You're going fucking face the fucking truth for once!" 


He pulled the singer up and jerked him forward so that their chests collided, "Now answer my fucking question! 


Do you remember, Axl!" 
Axl nodded, hoping to quiet the mad man. 
"He told you we could have our equipment back if Slash sucked his dick, so you sent Slash back there without 


telling him what was up." Izzy slammed Axl into the wall again. "A twenty fucking year old kid and you pimped 
him out like a cheap whore! Is that what you call friendship, Axl? Love? Loyalty? You fucking talk about loyalty 


all the time and this is how you play it. Fuck you!" 


"Izzy, come on, man, it wasn't like he hadn't done it before," Axl defended himself. "and we needed our shit 


back!" 
Without hesitation, Izzy slapped him. 


"We've all done things to survive, even you Axl, even though you won't admit it," he hissed, "but that was our 
choice. What choice did you give Slash? What choice did you ever give him? Did you give him any choices 
tonight, Axl? Or did you just fucking take like you always do?" 


| never forced Slash to do anything he didn't want to, not once! He knew that fucker had our gear, he had to 
know what was going on and he went back there anyway. Don't you fucking feel sorry for Slash, Izzy, he knew 


damn well what was expected of him." 


Izzy gave him a crooked smile and stepped closer to Axl, trapping him against the wall. "What you don't know 
Axl, is that sonofabitch wanted more then just a blow job. You never thought just for one minute that you 
weren't the only wanting to fuck our pretty, little, exotic guitar player. And that night, after we played the gig, 
you were pissed cause Slash wasn't up to his game, wanted to fire his ass and leave him in San Francisco. 
Never thought for one moment that maybe, just maybe, he was a little off his game because he was too 


fucking beat up to play!" 
Axl felt like he had been punched in the stomach, "No - " 
"Your fault, Axl!" 


"No! 


"Oh yeah, it's your fault," Izzy repeated, wrenching Axl's arm as he started to drag him down the hallway. 

"Just like this is your fault but you can never admit that, can you? You leave it other people to pay for your 
bullshit so you can pretend that you're blameless in everything you do. Well, no longer Axl, no more! It's time 
you faced the truth. Its time you look at the ugly reality for what it is instead of pretending you're innocent. 
No more denial, Axl, no more bullshit! You are going to look at what you've done in the face for a change and 


fucking own up to it!" 


Axl dug his heels in, struggling to break free from Izzy's grip but the guitarist wasn't letting go. He dragged 
Axl inexorably closer to the open doorway, ignoring the singer's pleas and shrugging off his blows. Just before 
they reached the bedroon, Izzy pulled Axl up once more. 


"You used him," he accused the singer. "You used us all. Never gave a fuck about anybody or anything and 
there | was, chump that | was, following you around like your bitch and cleaning up you fucking mess. And do 
you know why, Axl? Because | was your friend and friends don't fuck over friends, but that didn't stop you, did 
it? Not with me, not with Slash, not even with Duff or that fucking loser Adler either! As long as you got 


what you fucking wanted, fuck the rest of us! Fuck the fans; fuck the world! Axl Fucking Rose gets what he 


wants and never has to answer to anyone for any fucking thing he's done! 


"Well, not anymore, motherfucker!" 


Axl was terrified and he didn't know why. He didn't understand why Izzy was going off like this. Slash OD'd; he's 
done it before, why was Izzy pitching such a fit about it? The guy was still breathing for fuck's sake, why did 
he have to look at him sleeping it off? 


In the distance, he could hear sirens approaching and suddenly, he was overcome with sheer, raw panic. He 
fought Izzy like a frenzied animal, kicking and screaming but it was no use. Izzy continued to drag him into 
Slash's bedroom even as Axl made a grab for the door frame and held on for dear life. The guitarist only 
pulled harder and years of playing the fret board had made his hands like iron. No matter what he did, Axl 
couldn't hold on, couldn't stop him from forcing him into the room, couldn't avoid that crushing grip on the 


back of his neck that wrenched his head around. 


‘Its time to face reality, Axl," Izzy announced, dragging him towards the bed where Axl could barely make out 
a dim shape in the gloom. He began to shake uncontrollably; he didn't want to see this! Please Izzy, nol 


*AY| k% 


But Izzy didn't have any pity and he forced Axl straight up against the bed until his thighs were pinned against 
the mattress. He jammed a knee between Axl's legs and tightened his grip on his neck, forcing the singer to 
bend over at the waist while he reached for the lamp. 


"Take a look, Axl," Izzy told him, switching on the light. 


BAX 

No! | can't! | won't! Don't make me! Axl screwed his eyes shut and struggled but it was no use. 

"Take a long hard look at what you you've done, you fucked up psycho freak!" Izzy hissed in his ear. He yanked 
at Axl's head, pushing him closer to what was lying on the bed. "Open your fucking eyes! Or | swear, Axl, I'l 


snap your fucking neck!" 


**AY| 


Axl obeyed though at first he saw nothing. The roar in his head blinded him to the sight and for once, he was 
grateful for it. He didn't want to see this! No, Izzy, not this, don't make me. Please! 


"Look, motherfucker!" Izzy shouted. "You asked me to help you with this? You asked me to get you out of 
paying for this? You asked me to help set up one of my best friends as the next Michael fucking Hutchence 
and for what? So you could pretend you're innocent and blameless? Like nothing happened? Like nothing ever 


happens? So that Axl fucking Rose could go on as if he's innocent of every fucking thing that's gone wrong in 
his life and pretend he's just the victim in every fucking thing in his pathetic, fucked up world 


"Not this time Axl! | won't do it. This time you're gonna have to take responsibility for your own screw ups for 
a change. I'm done with letting you pretend that there's nothing wrong with you. Yeah, you did this and there's 
no fucking way that you're going to be able to convince anyone different this time!" 

AXL E 

‘Open your fucking eyes, Axl!" 

Axl opened his eyes and Izzy reached for Slash's hair where it had fallen across his face. 

NO! 

#KAXLI E 


"IFs time to pay the piper, Axl." Izzy was saying.. 


* WAKE UPlllex 


Thus Conscience does make Cowards of us all 


October, 2006 - 


It had been ten years, ten long years and still Axl suffered from nightmares. He had no idea where those 
crazy dreams were coming from because they certainly didn't have any basis in reality. Slash was still alive, 
the fucker, playing around with that skinny junkie in his new group with Duff and Matt. Their second album had 
come out the previous spring and was looking to do better then the first, itself still on the charts. It wasn't 
fair. Once more, Axl Rose got screwed. If there was any justice in this world, they would be the ones who 


were miserable and alone. Instead they had families, success and admiration while he had nothing. 


He had shaken off his dreams and Beta had made him breakfast before driving him to his meeting with the 
executives at Interscope. Axl knew what it was about and he didn't look forward to the meeting; hell, he never 
did like talking to the suits. When GNR was on top, he could afford to give them the finger. He was Axl Fucking 
Rose, he did what he fucking well wanted to and no one could say anything about it. He was Guns N Roses and 
Guns N Roses was Geffen's top selling artist. Oh, how they scrambled to kiss his ass then. He didn't have to 
have ‘meetings’ and hold his hat in his hands while the suits talked down their noses at him. Quite the 


contrary, in fact. 
But that was before Contraband. 


Contraband was a slap in the face. Everywhere he went, he saw the videos, heard those fucking songs. Slither 
and Fall to Pieces; Dirty Little Thing. He couldn't get away from it and people were looking at him funny, 
wondering what he was going to do about it. Axl knew what they were thinking. All those years of making 
promises and never keeping them. Millions of dollars spent and no album, no new material. Hiding from the 
press, staying out of the public eye and when he did show up, offering excuses as to why Chinese Democracy 
was still unfinished. 


Ten long years he spent working on Chinese Democracy, sweating over every note and agonizing over every bit 
of lyric. Personnel came and went from that weird fucker Buckethead to that asshole Paul and each time, 
someone quit, he had to re-record what he already had done because he was going to be damned if he was 
going to share a cent with anyone but those who stuck by him. Axl was tired of disloyalty, tired of being 
stabbed in the back. They made fun of him in public, saying he was washed up, that he was a freak who had 
long since lost touch with reality. That he had actually driven his old band mates first to drink and drugs and 
then straight out of the band when in fact they had abandoned him and blamed him for their problems. The 
public had no idea of the lies that they said about him, it was all bullshit but nothing he could say would 
convince people that Axl Rose was the victim in this and not Slash, Duff and the others. 


Chinese Democracy was going to be his redemption, the masterpiece that would lay to rest all doubts as to 
who was the real talent behind Guns N Roses. It was going to be what Use Your Illusion was supposed to be 


and never was, the album that finally buried Appetite and proved to everyone that his success was not just a 
fluke. It was going be his final revenge on everyone who ever doubted him, who ever stabbed him in the back 


and left him. It would make everyone regret what they had done and it would make him a legend. 


For that, it had to be perfect and so what if the fans had to wait, so what if the industry changed and people 
grew up and wandered away. He would bring it all to it's knees, drag the industry back by the hair to true rock 
n roll and not this corporate pop shit or repetitive hip hop crap. He would remind everyone what it was all 
about; he had done it before back in ‘87 and he could do it again almost twenty years later. So he was late, so 


he didn't produce it fast enough, so what? He was always late and you never rushed fine wine. 


But then Contraband came out and suddenly Axl felt the pressure to release Chinese Democracy before it was 
ready. Sixteen million dollars spent on it, all the promises and the hype, the delayed dates and the canceled 
tours, the hints and speculations added up to make him a laughing stock in the face of Velvet Revolver's 
success. They had come together and produced Contraband in less then two years all told while Axl was still 


diddling over his record after a decade; the suits started getting snotty and Axl had no choice but to finally 


agree to release the album. 


And Chinese Democracy, after a brief surge in sales, finally tanked. 


The backlash was brutal. The music was dated, it lacked balls. Who did Axl think he was, Trent Reznor? Usher? 
What was with all the electronic crap? Guns N Roses was once a bad ass, ballsy rock n roll band and Axl had 
truly turned it into the Axl Rose Freak Show. It was obvious that he couldn't produce great music without the 
help of his old band mates. He was advised to go crawling on his belly to Slash, Duff, Izzy and even Adler and 
beg their forgiveness if he ever wanted to be on a stage again, because he was clearly out of his element by 


himself. 


And now the suits were making noises about their money. They wanted to discuss damage control with him. 
They hinted that they agreed with the press. He was expected to come up with sixteen million dollars by the 
end of the year or they would take steps.. 


They wanted the name along with control of the back catalog and if Axl couldn't pay them off, they would get 
both. 


Funny enough, when he left that meeting he was in a reflective mood. He would probably get angry later but 
at the moment, he was just stunned. How could things have turned so badly against him? He had worked so 
hard. It was a good album, a great album even though it wasn't exactly what he wanted. It was certainly 
better then most of the shit that was getting airplay these days and yet, no one wanted it. How could he have 
been so wrong? Could it be that what everyone said all those years was true? That he was nothing without 


the others? 


Was he the one that was responsible for fucking up his own life? A novel concept. Axl Rose wasn't used to 


taking such responsibility and he found the experience unnerving. 


He didn't notice when he left the plushly carpeted domain of corporate for the more industrial area of the 
studios. People took no notice of him as he absently dodged equipment cases and the cables snaking through 
the hallway. Some of the studios were in use, their red and black Recording in Progress signs illuminating his 
face. He didn't know who half those people in the booths were and he didn't care. Half of them were stil 
sucking on their Mama's tit when he first started out and most them would be washed up inside a year. At 


least he had a career. 
Had. Who knew if he would ever have one again? 


As he passed by the practice rooms, the clean, haunting song of a guitar broke his thoughts. Axl stopped and 
listened for a moment, it was eerily familiar though he didn't recognize the tune. He knew that style, though, 
knew it as intimately as he recognized his own voice; without thinking, he turned and pushed at a half-opened 
door, surprised at his own impulse even as he did so. Time was, he would have avoided this like the plague but 


times change and sometimes even someone like Axl Rose grows up. 


And there he was, looking like he always did. The fucker hadn't changed in ten years. Still beautiful, still as hot 
and as seductive as ever, holding a guitar like his lover, fingers making it sing like few ever could. It was like 
they had never parted in the midst of acrimony and lawsuits. Wild hair tumbled around his shoulders, that 
rogue curl falling beneath the rest to drop down to his chest. The muscles of his shoulders and across his 
stomach filling his t-shirt and the tight ass that inflamed Axl's loins. That neck he used to nuzzle and those 
lips that he used to kiss; the smooth, golden skin that always drove him wild. All the same. Time and genetics 
had aged Axl to the point where he needed botox and hair extensions in order to pretend he wasn't getting 
older. Slash looked just the same. 


Some sixth sense must've told him he was being watched but then, he always knew when Axl was around. He 


stopped playing and looked around, meeting Axl's green stare with his own ebony gaze. 


"Hello Axl" Slash greeted him calmly. Even his voice was the same and the sound of it caused the singer's 


stomach to clench in anticipation. 

"Slash - " Axl murmured, stunned. Something had changed. His eyes had softened and for the first time, Axl 
got the feeling he was seeing the true Slash. Not the wild haired guitarist for Guns N Roses, not the crazy 
drunk or the blitzed out addict, not the angry, pissed off ex-lover or the headstrong artist but just Slash. 
Relaxed. At peace with himself. Content and happy. 

"What are you doing here?" he asked. 


The corner of Slash's mouth quirked up and he turned to put the guitar down in a stand, "Doing a bit of 
consulting for someone. No big deal. Why? Does it bother you?" 


"Would it matter if it did?" Axl asked, stepping into the room and letting the door swing shut behind him. 


"Not really." 


"You always did go your own way." 
"Yeah, | did, didn't |?" Slash laughed, with almost a touch of deprecation. 
That smile! Axl nearly fell to his knees. If Slash noticed, he didn't show it. 


"How have you been doing, Axl?" he looked like he was genuinely interested and Axl dropped his eyes, ashamed 
of his own past behavior for a change. All the things that had once seemed so important all of a sudden 


turned so petty and probably for the first time in his life, Axl truly knew what it was he wanted. 


"Are you really here, Slash?" the singer asked, sounding almost like a lost child, even to himself. "I'm not 


imagining you, am |?" 
"Yes Axl," Slash smiled gently, almost sweetly. "I'm really here." 


And a breath Axl didn't even know he was holding and a tight knot he didn't even know was there suddenly tore 
free from his chest and he almost collapsed from the relief. He had no idea why. It just seem so important 
that Slash confirmed his presence, that he was real and not some kind of fucked up dream. 


Axl felt himself being drawn to the guitarist. Even if he wanted to, he couldn't resist the pull; it was a kind of 
magic Slash always had, a part of that wild, primal vibe that drew people to him like a moth to an open flame. 
Once Axl had been jealous of that power, had tried to control and even destroy it. He couldn't handle that he 
had to work so hard for people to like him and that no matter how much he tried, no one understood him; 
Slash never had to struggle. Quiet as he was, he always fascinated. He never explained, never whined, rarely 
lost his temper, facing the world as he did with a quiet "cool" and a cigarette. Sometimes Axl would want to 
scream, watching Slash just watch the world go by with a smirk and a bottle of Jack. Nothing bothered him. If 
something hurt him, he'd just shrug it off while Axl could only strike back with a viciousness that Slash never 
needed to display. 


He found himself standing in front of his ex-lover, losing himself in those dark eyes that peered back at him 
with such compassion that it almost hurt. Slash never did hold grudges, he remembered, had no regrets. 


‘I'm so sorry," Axl murmured. 

"| know." 

The singer reached out, hesitated and then cupped the side of Slash's face, watching with awe and tears in his 
eyes as the guitarist leaned into his touch. Slash closed his eyes and nuzzled the singer's hand as if that touch 


was all that was left that he needed. 


‘Ive always loved you," Axl whispered. He swallowed. "I still do." 


"| know." 


** They watched him carefully from behind the one-way mirror, observing his every move and listening to 
the one sided conversation he was having with the thin air. Occasionally, one of them would draw his eyes 
away from the fascinating spectacle to make a note on the chart in front of him. The subject was a difficult 
case; even more difficult to treat. Truth was, none of them really expected him to get any better. He was too 


far gone, too lost in his own delusion to ever have a chance of recovery. 


They were locked in a darkened room specially constructed for the observation and study of extreme cases 
such as this; cases with little hope but much potential to increase their knowledge of how the human mind 
worked and what exactly could go wrong with it. Sound was muffled and any conversation was generally 
frowned upon At best, they would speak in whispers but only when it was absolutely necessary, the people 
who stayed on the other side of the mirror were..fragile, easily startled. It never ceased to amaze them how 


reactive they could be to the slightest stimuli 

So when the three men suddenly appeared beside them, the waft of air their only clue that someone had 
arrived, they were not surprised One of the newcomers, the senior doctor in charge of the case, picked up 
the chart and quickly scanned it. 

"Any progress?" he murmured, barely audible. 


The graduate student couldn't tear her eyes away from the fascinating spectacle in front of her. 


"He's about the same. He hasn't gotten violent but - " she nodded at the patient, who was fully engaged with 


his one sided conversation on the other side of the mirror. 

The doctor pressed his lips together and made a note on the chart before turning to his companions. 

"It doesn't look like the new medication is working," he informed them, "and therapy is counter-indicated when 
the patient's break with reality is so severe that he's not even aware of where he is. Of course, Mr. Rose is 


an extreme example of a schizoaffective; | doubt very much that we'll ever be able to reach him." 


"Odd," the pharmaceutical representative spoke up, earning a sharp look from the doctor and the hospital 


warden. He lowered his voice, "We've had excellent results from this drug so far. | don't understand it" 


"Mr. Rose is a.. special case," the warden replied laconically. 


"Killed his guitarist, didn't he?" 

The warden nodded. "Crushed his windpipe ten years ago. Drowned in his own blood” 

The drug company rep winced. 

"What dosage is he on?" he asked the doctor. 

"bO mg," the doctor replied, glancing at the chart. 

‘Our studies have shown that the medication does not have any adverse side effects until about IDO mg, 
though the smaller dosages are usually best," the rep told him, looking thoughtful as he watched the scene 
before him. 

"You're suggesting we increase the dosage?" 

The rep nodded. "It couldn't hurt, even though it's still experimental; we can't entirely predict what it will do, 
but as | said, there is no indication of adverse side affects below 120 mg. If you increase it in small dosages, it 


just may have a positive effect." 


He paused and shook his head" | don't understand it, we've excellent results so far. Mr. Rose is the first 
patient that hasn't responded as well as everyone hoped." 


"Well, the results aren't a complete failure," the doctor admitted, still reluctant to commit to a chemical that 
had yet to be proven, "there's been some progress. His episodes of catatonia have completely disappeared and 


his periods of violence have been radically reduced." 
"And yet he is still delusional." 


"Mr. Cole," the doctor replied severely, "some patients don't want to return to reality. It's too painful for them 
and not all the drugs your industry produces can change that. It could be - indeed it's highly probable - that 
Mr. Rose is the way he is because that is the way he wants to be. With his history, with his preexisting 
bipolar disorder, it could be that nothing can help him. Nothing at all" The doctor shook his head. "I know that 
your company is proud of this drug and it has had incredible success, but the fact remains that it is not going 


to help everyone." 


The rep's smile was a trifle smug. "It's a little early to declare it a failure, don't you think? You haven't pushed 


the treatment as far as it can go." 
"What would be the harm, David?" the warden interjected. "It's not as if he's going to go anywhere." 


The doctor stared at the two men, reluctant to give in but he couldn't deny the success they'd had so far. 


"Very well," he said, making a note on the chart. He handed it back to his students. "Be sure to tell the 
orderlies to keep him away from any televisions or radios when they bring him back to his cell. The news is 
polluted with tributes and retrospectives. We don't need to set him off again And we shall see if this drug 


does him a wit of any good" 


And on the other side of the mirror, Axl Rose was smiling..** 


